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"We shouldn't be doing this," Chris said, swirling his hand around on the surface of the water. 


Jon eyed the ripples he made, tracing them from their source to where they disappeared. Underneath he knew 
Chris was as naked as he was, stripped down to nothing in the hotel pool, but the feeling of the warm water 
didn't interest him as much as the ripples did. The way the gleam of the lights on the walls of the pool gave 
the water an aquamarine shimmer even at four in the morning, the way the orange light in the middle of the 
courtyard loomed in a muggy haze above them and shattered into wavelets that Chris made. They had played 
in Texas in the summer before but this was the eve of a tour, and they had never gotten a chance to enjoy a 


pool in the wet heat. 
They had never gotten a chance to enjoy a pool in the raw, either. 


Jon said, "Nonsense," and, grinning, looking up at his man from his peripheral, he moved his finger in a broad 


loop so that the ripples he made intersected with the ones Chris did. "Feel the water on you, you most of all 
should know exactly how soothing a wonder it is to be surrounded in your natural state by water. My Fish." 


I'm not saying it doesn't feel nice." Chris shook his head but he smiled now, himself. 


On his toes Jon waded through the water to approach Chris, and he pulled him down a bit in order to kiss him. 
Though they'd stayed close to the middle of the pool, five feet of water enclosing on him threatened Jon, so 
he had to tread to stay above the surface. Hovering easily in place Chris wrapped his arms around Jon's waist, 
pulled him up to meet him as they kissed. One slick body met the other, but Jon chose to believe that he felt 
Chris first, that he had detected the beginning of the inevitable, like a clairvoyant. His hand slid down from 
Chris' shoulder to his chest to his waist and, finally, to his hips. 


"Something like this would make it feel even better, wouldn't it..2" he asked. 


Chris gave a husky sigh, smirking, thrusting his hips to let Jon take an easier hold of his dick. "Frisky little 
bugger, aren't you? I'd have brought some supplies if I'd known you had ulterior motives in bringing me out 


here." 


Jon's eyes turned to the side. Ripples spread out from where his arm worked back and forth, his hand stroking 
Chris under the water, and he watched them from their source all the way to the other side of the pool 
"Really, all I'm doing, Christopher, is bringing you to the source of all your strength, all our strength. We are 
of the water, remember, the both of us?" 


"Mmm." Chris placed his hands around the sides of Jon's head, his fingers lacing through the hair at the back 
of it. He guided him up toward him once again, closing the height gap so they could kiss. He had lips as hot as 
the atmosphere, hot and moist, though the air cared nothing for the benefit of the two of them and Chris 
thought of nothing but. 


In an instant, though, Jon's hand emptied. Chris spun around, and, as his hands remained in his hair, brought 
Jon with him. He hauled himself up onto the concrete edge of the pool, spreading his legs a bit. He kissed Jon 
again, ghosted his hand down from the back of his head to his shoulder, down the length of his arm until he 


held his hand, and he brought it back onto his dick. "The source of all my strength," he said. "You want the 
Fish to take you in his natural habitat, more like." 


Sometimes when Chris taunted Jon, and especially when he did so for something Jon knew to be true, a row 
and only a row ensued, Chris refusing to drop the subject until far too late and Jon refusing to be patronized. 
But other times, when desperation seized him, a kind of obligation overtook Jon, as if he were some fae subject 
to a biological law that compelled him to tell the truth when the right word fell upon his ears. These were 
easier times, times he actually enjoyed, times when he remembered that being a good, obedient boy brought 
him peace and love and, in the act of rewarding Jon, Chris actually obeyed him. 


Jon won so much power through submitting. 


Though Chris had guided his hand Jon knew what he really wanted. He gave him a nod, asked him "May | 
please," and Chris replied "Of course," so, his lower half treading the water while he clung to Chris‘ thighs 
above, Jon leaned in and wrapped his lips around Chris' dick. Pushing through the water allowed him to take the 
whole thing down his throat. After that, really, the entire motion wasn't much different, he thought, from 
swimming, or floating, or letting the water push him about in ebbs and flows. He bobbed his head back and 
forth, swallowing, pushing his tongue against the underside, moaning softly against it to tease Chris with the 


reverberations. 
"Fuck," Chris grunted. "Least you came prepared." 


Times like this Jon remembered how small he was. They'd been together for four years, more than long 
enough for Jon to lose any semblance of a gag reflex, more than long enough for him to become accustomed 
to take a man Chris’ size inside his body, more than long enough for him to crave it. Chris could accuse Jon of 
coming prepared but Jon was always prepared. They could have been onstage and if Chris took his microphone 
to command him to open he would have. And with each swallow, each inhale, it seemed, Jon felt the need more 
and more. He removed a hand from Chris‘ thigh and reached down to touch himself, the closest he could get 


for now. 


Chris’ hand tightened in his hair. Jon almost expected it. "Not yet," he said. So Jon, with a whine of either 
reluctance or delight, brought his hand back up and set it back in place on Chris’ skin. 


Swallow, he told himself. 


And swallow he did, gulping in time with sighs he made sure to voice through his lips so Chris could feel them, 
and soon he really did have to swallow, the hot pulse surging down his throat. He breathed it in 


Chris allowed himself only seconds to recover before once again he gripped Jon's hair. He reached down this 
time, though, and after a moment, he had gotten himself back into the water and hauled Jon up onto the 
concrete, flat on his back and still wiping his lips, red from friction 

"Now then," Chris said. 


"Please," Jon huffed. 


Just as he had along the surface of the water, Chris traced circles with his fingertip on Jon's stomach. "What 
shall | do with you?" 


"Whatever you want," Jon replied. "Go in. Whatever you want." 
"Go in, you say?" 


Jon made a sound through his teeth but even he didn't know whether he meant to indicate a positive or a 


negative. 


"Water isn't going to cut it for that, I'm afraid," Chris said. 


Jon winced. He knew the logistics of the way they had to make love, the requirements, the accoutrements. 
Science moved too slowly for their kind. He remembered when they'd tried water by itself once and Chris 
couldn't even fit into Jon in the first place, though the struggle hinted at more pain than even Jon's occasional 


impulses would allow. 

And yet he still begged, "Please" Something. Anything. He amazed himself at how needy he could be. 
"What about my fingers?" Chris asked 

Again: "Please" 


"Well," Chris growled. "If you want it that badly, you're going to have to settle for the only thing we've got to 


ease the way." 
Jon's lips quivered, half trying to stifle a pant and half trying to fight through it. "What's that?" he asked. 


Chris replied by bringing his fingers up to rest them atop Jon's lips. Which after a second was enough for Jon 
to understand the hint. Out here in a pool with no bathroom supplies, no kitchen, no nothing but what he or 
Chris could provide, he supposed he was desperate enough to resort to this. He'd have thought himself 
pathetic if he didn't open his mouth to let Chris’ fingers in. When he had them to suck on, to wrap his tongue 
around, to coat, his mind traveled elsewhere. Not to say he didn't savor the gentle taste of chlorine on skin, or 
the feel of work-toughened fingertips nearing the back of his tongue. But for the most part he kept his eyes 
shut but occasionally they fluttered open and he got a glimpse of Chris towering above him with the night sky 
in the background, just the black with an orange haze of glimmering courtyard light. In these intervals as well 
as in the blind darkness Chris spoke to him in low tones, hushes that dripped slow from his lips and could have 


fallen onto Jon's skin to sizzle. 


"That's nice, isn't it? Just get them a little bit wetter. Yes, there you go..You're almost there. You want these 
inside you, don't you?" 


He bit on his lower lip, silent long enough for Jon's eyes to blink open once or twice. Chris was waiting for 
something and only after he flexed his fingers within Jon's mouth, adding another "Don't you?" that Jon 


understood what he was waiting for. 


Jon nodded. And after Chris replied, "That's right. Though | bet you'd like it even better if | could just fuck you 
out here, wouldn't you?" he nodded a second time, and a third time after, "What a shame. But I've always 
wanted to do it in a pool. Haven't you?" 


Slowly, then, Chris withdrew his fingers from Jon's mouth. He gave them what passed for an inspection out of 
the corner of his narrow eye that concluded, "That's good," and then brought them down between Jon's legs. 


He told him to open, which Jon did, sucking a gasp through his clenched teeth. 


Chris didn't bother sliding one finger and then another into Jon. He worked both in together, and Jon felt the 
pressure of them, long, rough, callused fingers that put so much energy into the bass and now so much into 
him. After only a few seconds, all of which Jon spent trying to bite his lip and not his tongue, Chris leaned 
down and left a humming flutter of kisses on his stomach. All, of course, while he flexed his fingers inside him, 


stroking at the spot he so often chose to greet with only thrusting, sliding attacks. 


Jon had to stifle himself, focus on stifling himself. From here, whenever his head lolled to one side or the 
other, he could see the walls of the hotel, the windows and doors leading to so many rooms, so many rooms 
with so many guests. He couldn't make a sound, no matter how close his breath came to smuggling a cry out 
of his lungs. 


And yet as if attuned to the psychic worry vibrating at the back of Jon's skull Chris smirked and murmured 
to him, "You can moan, you know. Anyone could see you from here, so what's the point in staying so quiet?" He 
curled his fingers, pressing against Jon even harder, making him take in a breath sharper than a spear of 


broken glass. "Someone's probably watching right now." 
Jon groaned but it was quick. "Do they know who we are?" 


"Does it matter?" Chris asked. "If they're watching, they haven't done anything to stop us. They're enjoying the 


show. And we are entertainers, aren't we?" 


His nails scraped against the concrete, almost enough to wear them down to the quick in one go. The heels of 
his palms could have bled but as long as Chris kept his fingers inside him, kept rubbing, kept pressing, kept 
taunting, he wouldn't have cared. Once again Chris took to kissing his stomach, slow, wide butterfly kisses more 
across than up or down, though he moved every so often toward his navel. He let his tongue flutter over 
Jon's skin whenever Jon whimpered in time with a jerk of his hips. Silence save for Jon's breathing, Chris’ lips 
wet along his stomach, the water around Chris’ waist splashing at the edge of the pool, came over the 


courtyard, and until Jon nearly exhausted himself of muscles to clench, things stayed that way. 
"Are you close" Chris asked, low, but not hushed into a whisper. 

Jon gasped. "Very" 

"What do you say?" 

What do you say? Jon could barely take in enough breath to think what that could mean, let alone an answer 
to it. He shut his eyes so tightly a tear could have spilled from it for lack of anywhere else to go, and bit his 


lip, forcing a wave that could have been his climax to pass so he could ask one lonely word: "What?" 


"What do you say," Chris repeated. "When you want to come?" 


"Please!" he cried before he knew he was crying it. "Please, Christopher, please!" 
Chris snickered. "Since you asked so nicely." 


It took, then, only a few, not even three, more rough, hard strokes inside him for Jon to throw his forearm 
over his mouth and silence the cry that sounded his orgasm. A futile gesture, ultimately. Chris reached up, 
yanked the arm away, pinned it to the side, and trapped Jon's cry in his throat by kissing him. Jon shuddered, 
the sensation reminding him that Chris kept his fingers in him to ride out his climax, and only when he calmed 
to panting did Chris pull them out, slowly and gently as if he'd never shown even a second's thought toward 
possibly, maybe, coming close to denying him. 


Though he could have easily allowed himself to stay mindless and flushed and spent on his back on the poolside 
Jon soon felt the water encircling his toes, then his ankles, his knees, his thighs, his waist, until it came up to 
his chest and wet hands wrapped themselves around his dry shoulders. Having drug him in, Chris propped him 
against the wall of the pool so that his feet dangled limp and weightless underwater, leaned down, and kissed 
him again. Their foreheads pressed together, hotter and wetter than the muggy air around them. 


"Don't suppose you'd like to do another lap," Chris said, smiling. 
"IIl drown," Jon replied, punctuating with a pant. "This is your fault. Don't let go of me." 


"| know, I'm awful. Here.” Chris placed his hands on either side of Jon's head, weaving his fingers in his hair, 
though something about this incarnation of the gesture struck Jon as far more chaste than before. “Tip your 


head back. | got you all hot. Because I'm awful." 


Malleable as he was woozy, Jon hadn't the energy to disobey. He closed his eyes, let his body go limp while 
Chris tipped him backward, keeping a steady hold on him. He dipped the back of his head into the water, his 
hair flowing through it, soft, weightless. When he set about imagining Jon fancied himself a little mermon. Chris 
combed his fingers through Jon's hair until it was saturated, and when Chris lifted him back up, his hair hung 
heavy and limp and straight around his shoulders, down almost to his chest. 


Jon used the little strength he had to propel himself through the water and cling to Chris, sleepy, lazy, spent, 
light. “Thank you," he breathed. 


"For what?" Chris laughed. "For being awful?" 


Through the centuries the word had come to mean something diametrically opposed, in connotation, to what it 
meant on closer inspection, Jon knew. And so did Chris. So he nodded, and he could have slept there in the 
crook of Chris‘ neck, under the light pollution that hid the stars and under the humidity and under the eyes of 


all those hotel windows. 


